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fomc liking, I fhallbe out of heart flioitly,and then] ft- 
no flrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten wh | 
fide of a Church is made of, I am a pepper corne , a Drew - 
horie, theinfide of a Church. Company, villainous compar! f 
hath becne the fpoilc of me. 

Bar. Sir Ioiin, you are fo fretfull, you can not liuc long. [ 

F at. Why, there is it, come, fing me a bawdie fongfmake | 
mec merry, 1 was as vertuoufiyghien, as a gentleman need to | 
be, vertuous enough, (wore little, dic’t notabouefeuentimesj 
) vveeke, went to a bawdy Jioufe , not aboue once in a qtarterof ' 
anhoure,paid moncythat I borrowed three or foure times |j. I 
tied well, and m good compa{Fe,and now I Iiue out of allorder [ 
out of all coinpafle, ' 1 

Bar. Why, you are fo fat, fir Iohn, that you mull needsbec 
outof all coaipafleiout of all reafonable compalfe, fir Iohn. 

Fat- Do thou amend thy face, and lie amend my lifieithouart ! 
our Admiral, thoujbearelh the lanternein the poo'pe, butdisin 
the nole of theezthou art the knight of the burning lampe, k 
Bar, W hy, fir Iohn, my face does you no Irarme. 

Fat. No, lie bee lwornc, I make as good vie of it, as manyt I 
man doth of a deaths head, or a memento mart. I neuer fatty [ 
face,but I thinke vpon hell ftre,and Diues that lined in Purple r 
for there lieeis in his robes burning, burning. If thou wert any 
way giue to vertue, I would lweare by thy faceimy oclie fhoiill [ 
bee, By tliisifire that Gods Angelh But thou art altogether#- y 
uenouer : and w'ert indeede, but for the light in thy face, the 
fonne of vtter darkened!;. When thou ranft vp Gads lulliii ; 
the night, to catcli my horfe,,if I did not thinke , thou hadftbia J 
an ignis fatuusyOt a ball of wild-fire, there’s no purchafe in mo- 
ney, 0,thou art a perpetuail triumph, an eucr tailing bon-firc 
lightjthou haitfaued me, a thouland Marks in Links, and Tor- 
ches, walking withtlieein the night, betwixt Tauerneandl*' 
uerne i but the fa eke, that thou halt drunkemee, would fau< 
bought mee lights as good cheape , at the deareft Chandlers^ 
Europe, . 1 haue maintained that Sallamander of yours, with 
fire, anytime this two andthirtieyeeres, God reward roefi?)^ 
Bar. Zbloud, I would my face were m your belly. 

F at. Godame'rey,|o lhouldl be fure-to be heart-burnt, 
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of Jhictiry the fourth. 

^ow now, dame Partlet the hen,haue you enquir’d Eater hofi, 

^ C f/(»/,\Vhy fir Iohn, What doeyou thinke, fir Iohn; doeyou 
thinke /keepe theeues in my houfe? /haue fcarch’t, /haue en- 
quired, fo has my husband, man by man, boy by boy,feruant by 
feruant:tiie tight of a haire,was neuer Iolt in my houfe before. 

Falf. Ye he, Holtelle, Bardoll waslhau’d and loll many a 
hairc: and ile be Avorne,my pocket was pick’t:goto,youarc a 
woman, go. 

„ Hof,WhoyENo,I dene tliee: Gods light,/ was neuer cal’d fo 

in mine owne houfe before, 

Falf. Goto, /know you well inough. 

Hof, No, fir Iohn,you do not know me, fir Iohn :/ know you 
fu-Iohn,y ou owe me money ’,fir Iohn, and now you pickc a quar- 
rellto beguile me of.it; /bought you a douzen of Units to your 
backe, 

/‘ Falf. Doulas,filthydoulas. /bauegiuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues, they haue made boulters efehern, 

f/#/".No w as /am a true woman,holland of viii.s, an ell: you 
owe money here befides, fir Iohn, tor your diet, and by drink- 
ings,and money lent you xxiiii, pound, 

Falf, H e had his part of it,let him pay, 

Hof, Hef alas,he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fat, How?poore:looke vpon his face, What call you rich? let 
them coyne Ins nole, let them coyne his cheekes, ile not pay a 
denyer ; what, will you make a yonker of mec i lhall I not take 
nuneealein roineInne,but/fhallhauemypocketpickt; /haue 
loll a feale ring of my grandfathers .worth fortic marke, 

Hof, O Id u! I haue heard the Prince tell him, / know not 
how oft, that that ring was copper, 

Falf. How? the prince is a iacke,afneakcup: Zbloodand he 
tverc here,/ would cudgell him like a dog, if he would fay lo. 
Enter the prince marchingyandFalftalffemeetes him 
... fayingvponbis trunchion.hke a fife. 

,f H°wnov, lad ; is die witidc inthatdooreifaith? muft 
wall march;' 

f ? r * . two, and two,Newgate fafhion. 

• °ft My Lord,/ pray you Jiear e me. 

G 3 , Triri* 
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